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custom was, an open page lay on the floor beside him,
ready to be caught up eagerly with the first gleam of
day; above this a faint but sufficient radiance now
hung, enabling him to read the written signs. At
first the student regarded the surroundings with
some awe, not doubting that this was in the nature
of a visitation, but presently he discovered that the
light was provided by a living creature, winged
but docile, which carried a glowing lustre in its tail.
When he had read to the end, Lao Ting endeavoured
to indicate by a sign that he wished to turn the
page. To his delight he found that the winged
creature intelligently grasped the requirement and
at once transferred its presence to the required
spot. All through the night the youth eagerly read
on, nor did this miraculously endowed visitor ever-
fail him. By dawn he had more than made up
the time in which the admiration of Hoa-mi had
involved him. If such a state of things could be
assured for the future, the vista would stretch like
a sunlit glade before his feet.

Early in the day he set out to visit an elderly
monk who lived in a cave on the mountain above.
Before he went, however, he did not fail to procure
a variety of leaves and herbs, and to display them
about the room in order to indicate to his unassum-
ing companion that he had a continued interest in
Its welfare. The venerable hermit received him
hospitably, and after inviting him to sit upon the
floor and to partake of such food as he had brought
with him, listened attentively to his story.

" Your fear that in this manifestation you may be
the sport of a malicious Force, conspiring to some
secret ill, is merely superstition," remarked Tzu-lu,
when Lao Ting had reached an end. " Although